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lust in their eyes, I felt a sense of anger at his evil
gloating. A bird called to its mate and flitted across
the glade. A blackbird scolded. The evening sun was
throwing long shadows. The spring laughed with life,
as it broke out of the hill and went gurgling down into
the darkness of the forest. A nightingale caught its
breath and burst into song. Lower down the gendarmes
were feeding their horses and smoking. With a look at
the sun to see the time and the direction, Hadji Rama-
zan spread his little carpet and, turning towards Mecca,
recited the evening prayer. A stallion below squealed
with pure devilment.
As I turned down the hill with the doctor I heard
the men scratching a hole to hide Tahir from the flies
and the jungle. My heart was heavy. I was startled
by the crack of a rifle. The doctor assured me it was
some careless mistake. In the valley Hadji caught us.
He was leading his stallion down the steep slope, with
his rifle slung over his shoulder. Driven by impulse, I
put my hand on the muzzle. It was hot. Hadji looked
at me straight with a steady eye. It bade me beware
and not interfere in private matters. " And Tewfik
comes ? " I asked.
" He has gone to his own, Effendim. They are digging
a second grave," he replied.
" He tried to escape," interposed Sidki the Liar, and
broke off as he caught the laughter in my eyes.
We slept that night at Alemdar to the south. Next
day we started away early for Skutari, but already the
sun was up hot and fierce as we left the cool shade of
the woods and crossed the rolling empty hills that lie